said the boy, who was eighteen, without changing his expression.
"And here I am. . . . This time it's the real thing. . . . I'm old
enough. . . ."

The peasant with the cigarette on his ear asked, "Have you
bled many of them, son?"

"I haven't had time," said the Breton.

"Well, I've done my share," said the peasant His lips, sprinkled
with hard, grey hairs, curled up. He was not laughing, nor was he
smiling. It was more like the movements of a hunting dog's chops
expressing contentment The peasant's teeth were black and solid.

"If I went to confession," he said, "I'd have to admit I didn't
cook up die idea all by myself. Chance has been a good partner
to me." The peasant winked his eye and rubbed his hands as
though he were talking about a clever deal he might just have
put over.

"My property is situated along a highway. Some Fritzes had
their billets in the vicinity. Every day some of them came over to
my place to ask if I had anything to drink. I sold it to them, and
sold it high. ... That was always so much to the good... . They
only came one at a time because it was forbidden and they are
always suspicious of- their comrades. Then one evening along
comes a non-com who's a little drunk and doesn't see the open
trap-door to the cellar and falls in. My cellar is pretty deep ...
,The Fritz had broken his neck all right I went down and I found
him dead. I didn't want any trouble and I buried him right in the
cellar. ... It may well have been that corpse that started my head
working. ... I can't be too sure, of course. But damned if a
few days later the trap-door wasn't open again when a Fritz came
in. He drank a glass too many, too, and he also fell in. ... Only
this time I helped him a little. So I buried him next to the first
one. And then there was another, and still another. I kept count
It got up to nineteen. ... At kst I was going too fast ... I just
couldn't control myself. That trap-door seemed to draw me. One
Fritz disappearing every month might be passed off. But two and
three a week, you've got to admit, is more than you can figure
out The Kommandatur started investigating. They finally looked
in my cellar. And the bottom of iny cellar, well, the bottom had
climbed too high. There were three layers of Fritzes- So here I
am. . . . I've done my share."